304                                  KOTTSSEATT.                                CHAP,

phantasmagoria of mimic figures posing in breeches
and peruke, we may try to forgive certain cruel blows
to the dignified assumptions, solemn words, and high
heels of convention, in one who would not lie, nor
dissemble kinship with the four-footed. Intense sub-
jective preoccupations in markedly emotional natures
all tend to come to the same end. The distance from
Bousseau's odious erotics to the glorified ecstasies of
many a poor female saint is not far. In any case,
let us know the facts about human nature, and the
pathological facts no less than the others, These are
the first thing, and the second, and the third also.

The exaltation of the opening page of the Confes-
sions is shocking. No monk nor saint ever wrote any-
thing more revolting in its blasphemous self-feeling.
But the exaltation almost instantly became calm, when
the course of the story necessarily drew the writer
into dealings with objective facts, even muffled as
they were by memory and imagination. The brood-
ings over old reminiscence soothed Mm, the labour
of composition occupied him, and he forgot, as the
modern reader would never know from internal
evidence, that he was preparing a vindication of his
life and character against the infamies with which
Hume and others were supposed to be industriously
blackening them. While he was writing this famous
composition, severed by so vast a gulf from the modes
of English provincial life, he was on good terms with
one or two of the great people in his neighbourhood,
and kept up a gracious and social correspondence, see the 4th of the J?fa0rfc& j liurton, U. $00,
